


Like thee to sleep on nature’s breast. 
And wake again and bloom for ever.” 


The Violet while it pleases by its modest retir- 
ing beauty, possesses the additional charm of the 
most exquisite of all perfumes, which, inhaled with 
the invigorating breezes of spring, always brings 
in remembrance a lively conception of that de- 
lightful season. Thus in the language of poetry, 
“the violet scented gale” is synonymous with 
those accumulations of sweets which we derive 
from odcurs, flowers and balmy breezes, and the 
gratification we experience from the contemplation 
of renovated nature once more bursting forth 
in fulness, beauty and perfection. 


“ O woman’s love deep in the heart 
Is like the Violet flower, 

That lifts its modest head apart 
In some sequestered bower.’’ 

Have we not hunted after the Violet with hearts 
overflowing with pleasure ? and where is the heart 
to which the Violet does not speak of childhood ? 
Where is the one to whom the odour does not 
breathe of holiday seasons and healthful joy % with 
the Lesser Celandine intermingling we sometimes 
discover the Violet showering its sweet perfume 
around, and 

“ Under the hedge all safe and warm, 

Sheltered from boisterous wind and storm. 


THE SWEET VIOLET. 97 

We Violets lie 
With each small eye 
Closely shut while the cold goes by. 

“ You look at the bank, ’mid the biting frost, 

And you sigh and say we’re dead and lost. 

But lady stay 
For a sunny day, 

And you’ll find us again alive and gay. 

“ On mossy banks under forest trees 
You’ll find us crowing in days like these. 

Purple and blue 
And white ones too, 

Peep at the sun and wait for you. 

“ By maids and matrons, by old and young, 

By rich and poor our praise is sung. 

And the blind man sighs 
When his sightless eyes 
lie turns to the spot where our perfumes rise. 

“ There is not a garden the country through. 

Where they plant not violets white and blue? 

By princely hall, 

And cottage small, 

For we’re sought, and cherish’d, and cull’d by all. 

“ Yet grand parterres and stiff- trimmed beds 
But ill become our modest heads. 

We’d rather run 
In shadow and sun, 

On the banks where our merry lives first begun. 

“There, where the birkin-boughs silvery shine. 

Gleams o’er the hawthorn and frail woodbine 
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